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ROMAN HOLIDAY 
cAnother in the "My Friend Benny" series describes 
a day at the Del tJiAonte plunge 
~ 
by H«nry Rink 
6{!)UT EAST OF MONTEREY in 
a park there was a beautiful white hotel 
with high towers and red tiles and striped 
awnings. On the grounds surrounding t,he 
hotel there was an open air swimming 
pool called the Roman Plunge. 
One fine summer day when we were 
boys, my friend, Benny, and I decided 
to go swimming in the Roman Plunge. 
Benny lived down by the water on Sixth 
Street in Pacific Grove; so we walked 
along the Southern Pacific Railroad tracks 
past the boat works and along the back of 
Cannery Row, straight out past Monterey 
to Del Monte. 
By going through the bushes behind 
the locker rooms of the plunge we were 
able to enter the dressing rooms without 
paying admission. The men's locker rooms 
were spaced around a patio of green grass 
and in this patio there were big white 
naked men sitting in anvas chairs. These 
men had large white bellies that glistened 
in the sunshine, and Benny giggled. Some 
of the men had thin hairs on their heads 
and wore glasses and smoked cigarettes 
in long holders. Others had no hairs on 
their heads and smoked cigars and talked. 
Others just sat and shifted and wriggled 
and read the newspapers, and the canvas 
chairs creaked and squeaked. 
Benny and I took a dressing room 
together. We put on our black bathing 
suits and walked out into the hot sun 
by the pool. People were diving and 
splashing and laughing and yelling, and 
pretty women and governesses sat in 
canvas chairs under the portico facing 
the pool. They were watching little child· 
rcn playing in the water and in the sand 
box. 
We saw some fat women swimming 
in the water and floating on their backs 
like whales. Benny said, "There are some 
fat women. Let us swim under water and 
pinch their legs." . 
Benny and I dove in and we swam 
and floated and laughed for hours. And 
sometimes the fat women would shriek. 
In the afternoon we ·went back to 
che dressing room and changed our 
clothes. We came out with our bathing 
suits rolled tightly, tied in a knot and 
hanging from our arms. We stood by the 
side of the patio for a minute and looked 
at the big white naked men. Then some 
of them looked at us and Benny giggled 
and said, "Let us go down by the lake 
and look at the swans." 
11ie lake was quiet and dreamy arid 
beautiful, and the white swans glided by 
with their necks arched like queens. Wide 
steps led down to the water's edge, and 
little children and people were sitting 
on them, throwing food to the swans. 
Benny and I walked off into some 
bushes and lay down on our stoma~hs next 
to the grass and black dirt. We watched 
the swans and listened to the little lap 
of the lake water against the shore. We 
heard the people lau8hing and being 
happy and the little children squealing 
and the governesses talking and scolding. 
We turned over on our backs and 
looked up at the sky •• ~metimes, where 
we lived, the spring and summer skies 
and clouds are like the ()Cean, and wild. 
Other times the clo~ds are still and shaped 
like the backbone of a mackerel, and the 
sky is quiet like the water meadows out 
by the lighthouse. 
After awhile Benny and I got up and 
walked out to the steps where the children 
and people were. A big locomobile tour-
ing car rolled quietly up. It had bright 
head lamps and a chauffeur driving. Tfie 
chauffeur got out and opened the door 
to the back seat and some lirtle children 
and a beautiful lady stepped out. The 
lady wore a hat with a wide brim and a 
white sweater and skirt and white shoes. 
They walked down the steps and threw 
food to the birds. Benny and I stood 
there and listened to the gentle 'voice of 
the lady. Then they returned to the car. 
The chauffeur opened the door and closed 
it after them, and the Locomobile drove 
away. 
"let us go to the ma:ze," said Benny. 
In the hedge maze at the upper part of the 
park, strangers often got lost, and when 
they did, they tipped us nickels and dimes 
and sometimes quarters to lead them out. 
At first the people would shout and 
laugh and think it a big joke that they 
were all mixed up and could not get 
out. But after awhile the ladies and men 
would start to argue about which direction 
to go or which turn to take, and then dis-
harmony ' would set in. At the right mo-
ment Benny and I would appear, walking 
along unconcernedly with our arms about 
each other, talking in a serious way. As 
we walked past, one of the women would 
always say, "Ha! Maybe those little boys 
can lead us out." Benny and I would pass 
on, pretending not to hear. Then one 
of the men would shout, "Hey you kids, 
can you get us out of this darn place?" 
Benny and I would tum around and go 
slowly towards them. Benny would lift 
up his face and poHtely run his fingers 
through his hair, and he would say, 
"Sure, Mister, we'll show you the way 
out." 
This afternoon people were not get· 
ting lost, so we left the park and walked 
across the highway to Del Monce golf 
course. 
We stood by a fence and watched the 
players and the caddies go by on the 
fairway. Benny and I were not familiar 
with the Del Monte golf course because, 
being Pacific Grove boys we did our 
caddying and ball banditing at Monterey 
Peninsula Country Club and Pebble Beach. 
"This afternoon," said Benny "let 
us join a foursome and walk arou~d the 
course with them and see what it is like 
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(continued from 18) 
to make a loop without packing a bag of 
golf clubs." 
Something seemed vaguely wrong , 
with this-as if we were going to work 
without getting paid for it-but since 
Benny's ideas were usually good ones, 
I agreed. 
We walked up by a tee, took a long 
drink of water from a drinking fountain 
and waited for a foursome. 
Presently four men walked up, all 
dressed in golf socks, knickers, and light 
sweaters. Benny and I stood discreetly off 
aways from the tee and watched them 
drive off. Then we walked down the 
rough parallel to the golfers, jusr keeping 
up with them. The caddies were Monterey 
boys and they looked at us fiercely. How-
ever, they did not taunc us, as that would 
have been unseemly in the presence of 
the players. 
Benny and I picked our players and 
argued about their faults and merits and 
made bets about who would birdie and 
who would par and who would halve. 
One of Benny's players whose name was 
Cal and who always said, "Comb that 
out of your whiskers," · each time he 
made a good spoon or brassie shot Jud a 
bottle of London gin in his golf bag. At 
the tenth tee when Cal was arranging his 
stance for his drive shot, he almost fell 
over and the other players laughed and 
kidded him. This made Benny very sad, 
but instead of being sad in a quiet way, 
Benny giggled. One of the players named 
0 . 0 . Overlin looked over at us and 
said, "Who the hell are those kids?" One 
of the Monterey caddies said, "They' re 
P. G. punks'', meaning that we were 
Pacific Grove boys. Then one of the 
players, who was named Arnold Batch· 
elder, said "G'wan, you kids, bear it. Got 
too many caddies the way it is." 
Benny said to me: " Let us go, it is 
time we were leaving anyway." 
We walked around behind greens 
and tees and reached the highway and 
headed foe .Monterey. I looked back at the 
park and the high white towers of the 
hotel. The old, old black asphalt of F re· 
mont Streer was soft and warm under my 
feet. "It has been a beautiful day," I 
said. 
"Yes," said Benny. "Let us stop br 
the 'Chinaman's' on Franklin street and 
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